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I thought how would G.B.S. have taken years in prison as Oscar
Wilde and many of his fellow-Socialists and suffragettes?
And all the woe that moved him so
That he gave that bitter cry,
And the wild regrets, and the bloody sweats,
None knew so well as I.
For he who lives more lives than one
More deaths than one must die.
He continued: "I have been very fortunate. The gift of ridicule
which I have inherited has proved to be my most precious possession.
Being naturally of a serious disposition I soon saw the world for what
it was and was not in the least deceived by the peace and prosperity of
Victorian days. The peace was the peace of a lunatic living in the world
of fantasy and the prosperity was the prosperity of the vulture. I laughed
Victorianism out of existence. When I was young George Eliot was
thought to be the greatest writer of the day, I had to go to a young Fabian
meeting, held in the Hampstead library and as I came twenty minutes
too early I took down a novel by GeorgeEliot and shall never forget how
disappointed I was. I could do that kind of writing I thought. Until
then I had never thought of writing for a living but what was I to do?
I had discovered that I could never be a Michelangelo and I was without
means, so I wrote a novel and it read like a bad translation. When, after
trying five novels, I discovered that I would never become a George
Meredith, I resigned myself to playwriting. I could make people talk
but could not think of any plots so I decided that plots were not necessary
to my kind of drama. I persuaded the critics, the gallery and later on the
stalls, that I was the last word in dramatic construction. In Misalliance,
for example, the action is a discussion lasting three short hours. The
curtains only come down for the sake of the bars. And yet I have con-
vinced everybody that it is a very amusing play. How did I contrive to
get so many people together where I wanted them, too? A man falls in
die garden from an aeroplane, a charming but simple expedient that
neither Sophocles nor Shakespeare had ever thought of. I never hesitated
to introduce the most outrageous coincidences, knowing that they would
not be noticed. You can get away with anything nowadays except the
truth. Dare to tell the truth and you are at once accused of being an out-
rageous liar. If, however, I were not a gloriously successful person, in